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small an appetite for eating, that I had taken nothing, if one of the
Guards coining near me had not said: "Take your Bread, and if
you cannot eat now, put it into your Pocket, for you will be cer-
tainly hungry before you return."'
Dellon did not venture to ask the man to be more explicit, but
the remark, if it were to be believed and was not another decep-
tion, gave a faint hope which, taken with the other, that a sor-
cerer's cap had not been set on his head, heartened him a little.
At last, after they had waited what seemed a dark age, the first
greyness of dawn began to creep into the gallery. The light
strengthened and looking round Dellon was able to observe *upon
the faces of everyone present the diverse motions of shame, of
grief and of fear, wherewith they were then tormented'. Yet he
thought too that he could also detect relief, as if they were glad,
though they might be going to their deaths, that their horrible
captivity was at an end.
As the sun rose they heard the deep note of the cathedral's big
bell, a bell which was only tolled on such occasions and was a
signal for the inhabitants, Portuguese, Eurasian, and Indian, to
line the streets through which the procession was about to pass.
The prisoners were then ordered to file out into the great hall,
and when Dellon entered it he saw the Grand Inquisitor seated by
the door with his secretary standing beside him, a list in his hand.
To one side was a crowd of residents from the city, and as each
prisoner stepped in a name would be called, when one of the resi-
dents came forward and the prisoner was allotted to him. These
were known as Fathers in God and it was then: duty to accompany
their penitent throughout the procession, stay beside him during
the ceremony of the Act of Faith, and produce him at the end of it.
Dellon's Father in God was no less a personage than the Admiral
of the Armada, a Portuguese nobleman, for it seems that the duty
of attending upon penitents was regarded as an honour, not only
by ordinary citizens but by the aristocracy.
When the business of appointing each his keeper was done, the
whole concourse left the palace of the Inquisition and descended
the wide flight of steps into the great square in front of the cathe-
dral. With the January sun gaining height about him, Dellon
stood and sniffed the air of morning, which seemed to blow from
paradise, so fresh and sweet it smelt after his long captivity.
Now the procession began to form. At the head of it were the
Dominicans, who had this privilege by the right that St. Dominic
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